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Tfre Cmicall HiJlme ef 

Gob . Be Goas fonties *twillbe a hard way to hit, can you tell 
me whether one Launcelet thatdwels with him, dwell with bi m 
or no, 

Lamcelet. Taike you'of young Mafter Launcelet , roarke mee 
no we, now will I raife. the waters; taike you of young Mafter 
Launcelet. 

Gobbo. Np Mafter fir, but a poore mans Sonne, his father 
though I fay’t is an-boneft exceeding poore man, and God bee 
thanked well to live. 

Lame.. Well, let his Father be what a will, we taike ofyoung 
Mafter Launcelet.. 

Gob., ^rpur-v^orfttip|gr%nd and Lautfeelet fir. . ■ /, , 

Lame. But I ; pray yoUj^^old manjerg^Ibefeech you, taike 
you ofyoung Mafter Lame tie tl 

Gob. Gf Launcelet ant (hall pleafe your worfhip. 

Lame. Ergo, Miafter Launcelet, taike not of Mafter Lamed# 
Father, for the youngGentleman according to Fates and Debt. 

nics,and fuch W 

learning.is indeede deceased, or as you would fay in plaipe termei, 
gone to heaven. , a _ , 

gob. Marry, God forbid, the boy was the very ftaffe of my 
age, mv very prop. 

Lame. Doe jilqoke like acudgell,or ajhovell poft^a ftaffe,or 
a prop, j jkther? - ; - r' 

Gobbo. Alack e the day, Iknowe you not young GentlenMv 
but I pray you tell mee, . is ieny boy, God reft his foule, ajiveot 
dead. 

Lame. Doeyomnpt know me Father ? 

• Gob. Alack fir I am Sand-blind, I know you apt. 

Lamcdet. Nay,indeedeif you had your eyes you might faiie 
of the knowing ofme : it is a wife Father that knowes his owne 
• childe. Well, old man, J will tell you newesof your Sonne, give 
tnee your blclhng, truth will come to light, murder cannot bee 
hidde long, a mans Sonne may , but in the ende, truth will 

OUt. t h 

gobbo. Pray, you fir ftand up, I am fure you are. not Lamm 




jny boy. . . 

Launce. Pray you let’s have no more fooling, about it, but gw' 
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•irt vour blefting : I am Lamcelet y out boy that was, your fonae 
Sat » your childe that (hall fie. 

Lauttc C lTno^^ thinke of that : bat I am 

Lamcclenhc Iewes man, and I am fure Margene your wife is my 

^°Gob’ Her name is Margeriem deede,ilebefWorne,ifthoube 
Lamcdet, thou art mine owne flefh and blood : Lord wor ftiipt 
miehthe be, what a beard haft thou got;thou haft got more haire 
nn thv cbinne,thcn Dobbin my phil-horfe has on his taile. 

llunc. It (should feernc then that Dobbins taile growes back- 
ward. I am fure he had more haire of his taile then I have of my 

face when I laft faw him. , , w 

Gob Lord how art thou changd : how doft thou and thy Ma- 
fter agree, l have brought him a prefent ; how gree you now ? 

Lame. Well, well, but for mine own part, as l have fet up my 
reft to run away, fo I will not reft till I havermane fome ground; 
my Mafter’s a very Iewe, give him a prefent, give him a halter, I 
am famifhc inhis fcrvice. You may tell every finger I have with 
my ribs : Father I am glad you are come, give me your prclentto 
one Mafter BafanU, who indeede gives rare new Lyveries, it I 
fervenot him, I will runne as farre as God has any ground. O rare 
fortune, here comes the man, to him Father, for 1 am a Iewe it I 
ferve’thc Iewe any longer; 

Enter Bajjanio with a follower or two. 

Baf. You may doe fo,bHt let it be fo hafted that fupper be rea- 
dy at the fartheft by fiue of the clocke:(ee thefc Letters delivered, 
put the Liveries to making, and defire Gratiano to come anone io 
my lodging. 

Lame. To him Father. 

gob. God blefle your worfhip. 

Baff. Gramercie, wouldft thou ought with me? 

Gob. Hecre’s my S©nne / fir,a poore boy. 

Lame. Not a poore boy fir,bui the rich lews man, that would 
fir, as my Father (hall fpecific. 

Gob. He hath a great infe&ion fir, as one would (ay to (erve. 

Laun. Indeede the (hort and the loag is, I ferve the lew, and 
have a defire as my Father (hall fpecifie, 

C a Gob. 



